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ARGUMENT. 

The hero, Jason, who was residing in Korinth with his 
wife Medea, divorced her, in order to marry Glauk6, 
who is sometimes also called Kreusa, daughter of 
Kreon, king of that city, Medea, who was a proficient 
in the magic art so much practised in Kolchis, her 
native country, prepared a robe, or according to 
Hyginus in his book of fables, a crown with a subtle 
mixture of inflammable ingredients. 

Either or both she sent as a present to Glauk6, 
who, as she put them on, burst out in a flame that 
could not be quenched. 

The fire communicated itself to her father, and 
from him to the palace and the city, which was 
entirely consumed. 
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GLAUKE. 

It was ill done what I this day have done, 
And evil guerdon follows evil deed ; 
Their fore-appointed course the seasons run, 
And chilling frosts to summer heat succeed. 
Imperious nature's mandates they fulfil. 
Their alternations blindly they await. 
But mortals weak in force, perverse of will, 
Imagine fondly they can cope with fate. 
It was ill done what I have done this day. 
And I have wedded whom I should not wed ; 
I march upon a blood-bedabbled way, 
I trample on the ashes of the dead. 
For Jason ne'er from Korinth's royal tree 
Had gathered to himself ill-omened fruit. 
Had not Absyrtus mangled by the sea 
Detained iEetes in his fierce pursuit. 
And now recurs a vision to my mind. 
For visions ever are from heaven sent ; 
'Twas in the long ago, and I was blind 
And careless, heeding no presentiment. 



Long, long forgotten, why must I recall 

That dream, if dream it were, with new affright ? 

I was reclining in the silent hall, 

As evening slowly faded into night, 

My father entered softly, Korinth's king. 

And with a smile that was not all a smile, 

And tuneless voice that had no mirthful ring, 

Stood strangely gazing on me for a while. 

A bird, my Glaukd, hither o'er the seas 

Hath flown, or skimmed along the billows' crest ; 

Perchance in search of the Hesperid^s 

He roamed, or some bright island of the west. 

That know I not in sooth, but this I know, 

He cometh from the land of rising sun ; 

Such radiant guest can never token woe. 

And were it so, our fate we cannot shun. 

So from my father I received the bird, 

His feathers coruscated like a star 

In fitful change of light, and I had heard 

That such the bearers of great Herd's car. 

But as to take the bird I bent me down 

In overflow of childish frolic gay, 

And smoothed upon his head the ruffled crown, 

And from his plumage dried the glist'ning spray. 



There pealed upon the air an awful cry 

As though came rushing foes through bursten gate, 

Or factious citizens were hurrying by 

To slake in kindred blood their murderous hate. 

The heavens quivered with a lurid glare, 

And o'er my shrinking form burst fiery rain, 

One long long pang of anguish and despair, 

And horror numbed in vacancy my brain. 

Now am I wise when to be wise 'tis late. 

For Jason, like the bird, o'er eastern sea 

Came wafted — ^warn^d I have challenged fate ; 

Though what the sudden horror-cry may be. 

And what the fiery rain I cannot tell. 

Lo ! Jason cometh, he must not surprise. 

Where he had fondly deemed all was well, 

A lurking terror mirrored in my eyes. 

She turned, on Jason cast one hasty glance. 

And then her heart grew chill with sudden fear, 

His words, as though she heard them in a trance. 

Half comprehended fell upon her ear. 

To all the Gods high praise, to Herd first 

My guardian on the distant Kolchian shore. 

For she the fetters of enchantment burst. 

And winged to Hellas the returning oar. 

With heavy meed of sufFring, grievous toil, 



8 

The Gods environ ev'ry high emprise ; 

So be it ! Who would win the golden spoil 

At peril's aspect must not veil his eyes. 

The bulls great Herd taught me how to tame, 

Though hoofs and horns gleamed like a brazen shield; 

Forth from their nostrils shot the living flame, 

Yet must they, bearing yoke, till Ards' field : 

That field, with fangs of serpent planted, bore 

A goodly crop of armour-clothed men ; 

In fight they strove, till moist with mutual gore 

The earth-sprung host the earth received agen. 

She too Lethean slumber softly shed 

Upon the dragon watcher by the tree 

That bore the fleece of gold ; he bowed his head 

Sleep-drunken, and the prize was won by me. 

But why so silent, Glaukd, lo ! the ways 

Are teeming with an all unwonted throng ; 

List, Glaukd, list ! for maiden voices raise. 

Sweet maiden voices joy-awaking song. 

Hail, Sisyphus iEolidds ! 
Our Ephyra between the seas 
He reared on a storm-swept cliff, 
A guidance to the wandering skiff. 
Hail, Sisyphus iEolidds ! 



He though a mortal 

Bound to the portal 
Of Ardoneus lord of gloom 

Death who destroyeth, 

Death who but joyeth. 
But joyeth in the work of doom. 
Hail, Sisyphus iEolidds ! 

Better far better 

Were it if fetter 
Death bound for ever could detain. 

Death was beguiled, 

All the Gods smiled, 
But ruthless Ar6s broke the chain. 
Woe, Sisyphus iEolid^s ! 

Woe, Sisyphus iEolidds ! 
We wail thy name unto the breeze. 
What guerdon hast thou for thy skill ? 
The stone rebounding from the hill. — 
Woe, Sisyphus iEolid^s ! 

Then whispered Glauk^, " Didst thou mark the strain ? 
Oh ever thus to mortals here below, 
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Ill-fated mortals, soundeth one refrain, 

One, and one only, the refrain of woe. 

They sang of Sisyphus whose ready hand 

Responded e'er to what his teeming mind 

With more than human craftiness had planned. 

Foreseeing all, to his own fate but blind. 

They sang of Sisyphus, a cheerless song 

To echo down the corridors of time ; 

He strove, weak mortal, with the Gods, the strong. 

And expiates in endless toil his crime. 

I know not why, it seems as though a dirge 

Were sounding death-presaging in my ear ; 

As though I stood upon the giddy verge 

Of beetling crag, I thrill with nameless fear. 

And me, though sprung from god-descended kings. 

With deadly soul-benumbing torpor freeze 

The rustlings of unsighted wings. 

The wings perchance of the Eumenidds." 

And Jason answered, " Though ill heaped on ill. 

And grief on grief await our hapless race, 

E*en Zeus himself breaks not the hero's will ; 

He dies — but leaves base terror to the base. 

He falls — but falling haughtily defies 

The hated destiny that caused his fall, 



II 

And challenges with still unquailing eyes 

The tyrant who could slay but not appal. 

Thou art a woman, but of royal line, 

And knowest how to suffer, should it be 

That thou must suffer, for a heart like thine 

Inspires the strength to die but not to flee. 

Me have the Gods much favoured, and unmeet 

It were that I as thankless should bear blame. 

Now will I offer sacrifice, for sweet 

To them is incense, sweet the altar's flame." — 

But motionless Medea sate apart. 

One white hand tightly clenched on her breast 

As though to stay the throbbing of her heart, 

In stupor that but simulated rest. 

With eyes dilated from the couch she sprang. 

Some new born hope of vengeance as to greet. 

And from her pallid lips a cry there rang, 

A cry that told of triumph, not defeat 

And dost thou dare, thou traitor, ^son*s son. 

To wed, Medea living, a new bride. 

When but for her thy course had long been run. 

And thou in Kolchis hadst unhonoured died. 

Was it for this, to guard thy life from harm 

I lulled the dragon watcher by the tree ? 
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Was It for this I mixed the magic charm ? 

That magic charm beware it hurt not thee ! 

And ye, my children, oflFspring of rny soul. 

Dear counterfeits of a detested sire, 

Whilst I behold ye, in my bosom roll 

With love contending surging tides of ire. 

Oh children of a luckless mother bom. 

In exile doomed to languish day by day. 

In want and penury, exposed to scorn. 

Unto the base and vile a grateful prey. 

But she who robs ye of a father's care. 

Who with your mated father wills to mate. 

She knows not what a mother wronged can dare. 

Nor how revenge can arm the desperate. 

And Kreon who begat her, and my foe. 

Shall he too in successful fraud rejoice ? 

Who said, " We need thee not, Medea, go " — 

Half insolence, half terror in his voice. 

And when I in my anguish clasped his knees. 

And prayed that as a handmaid I might stay, 

As some poor handmaid captured on the seas, 

He coldly gazed on me and turned away. 

And then, " I grant of one day the reprieve, 

Medea, since thou art importunate" ; 
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This said he knowing not what can conceive 
In one short day the teeming womb of fate. 
But he shall know it, he who in his might 
Rejects Medea even as a thrall, 
When through the cavernous abyss of night 
Shall ring the death-cry from the royal hall. — 
The snake-haired daughters of the night arise, 
But deaf is still unto their voice his ear. 
And still are blind unto their forms his eyes ; 
But I, I see them, and their song I hear. 

Daughters of Acheron, daughters of Night, 
Dwellers in Tartarus, loathe we the light. 
Hated of mortals, and hated of Gods, 
Wreathed with serpents, and armdd with rods. 
Never we faulter, and never we fail, 
Restless, untiring we follow the trail 
Over the billows as over the land ; 
Never the guilty escape from our hand. 

And in the chase we are fleet as the hound ; 
Though not a bjood-drop may redden the ground 
Scent we the track of the worker of ill. 
Vain all his efforts .to baffle our skill. 
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He who his face from the suppliant turned, 
He who the stranger unpitying spurned, 
He is the cause of our coming to-day, 
Meshed in the toils is already the prey. 

It is their song, an evil-boding strain 
To Kreon, but a joy-note in my breast ; 
If I could shrink, it would my wrath sustain. 
For it was Kreon who repulsed the guest. 
Yes, he shall die, yet die not till his gaze. 
His gaze of agony shall glut my ire, 
Till he shall see in one consuming blaze 
Himself, his child, his city sink in fire. 
And now I thee invoke, oh mother, thee 
Whom long I served in my Kolchian home, 
Thou three-formed Goddess, mighty Hekatd, 
Ere Jason bore me o'er th' iEgaean foam. 
On thee, on thee for vengeance I rely. 
And then come death, come unimagined woe, 
I reck not, if before my raptured eye 
In flame and torment perish but the foe. — 
But Kreon, though his purpose well hath sped, 
Not joyful quite, but with a doubt that leaves 
A feeling indistinct but as of dread, 
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A many-coloured web of fancies weaves. 
Wise was it surely Glaukd to ally 
With Jason, favoured Jason, Herd's care, 
Who with the craftiest in craft can vie. 
And in the battle more than others dare. 
Wise was it surely with fresh leaves to twine 
The chaplet fading on the old man's head, 
On Korinth, and on Korinth's royal line 
Reflected lustre of great deeds to shed. 
So will the city free from faction rest. 
And to a wider rule prepare the way. 
The haughty son of iEgeus then his crest 
Will veil, and yield perchance to Kreon's sway. 
So musdd Kreon, and in fancy saw 
Korinth no longer cramped between the seas. 
But widely stretching forth, proclaim as law, 
As law to crouching Hellas her decrees. 
His eyes were flashing with the thought of fame. 
And then their light grew dim, a sudden chill, 
A causeless tremor quivered through his frame 
With dull presentiment of coming ill. 
So when in summer an unnoticed cloud 
With misty veil obscures the orb of day, 
The pallid earth seems swathdd in a shroud. 
And fades from nature's face the smile away. 
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But it is strange that gloomy thoughts should mar 
With their dark pall the brightness of his soul, 
His hope had grasped the prize, but now how far. 
How doubly far appears the promised goal. 
But Korinth's lord shall he a stranger fear, 
A friendless stranger banished from his land. 
'Twas weak to yield unto a woman's tear. 
Yet hard a woman's anguish to withstand. 
And then it was one day, but one poor day 
That she had craved, but one, no mighty gain. 
No peril surely in such brief delay ; 
And then he strove to smile, but strove in vain. 
Thus Kreon sate and gazed with straining eyes, 
As though fate beckoned with ghastly hand. 
And heard not, or but heard with dull surprise 
The song upwafted from the rocky strand. 
For there the maids of Ephyra the dance 
In praise of sea-born Aphrodite twine. 
Perchance the Goddess soothdd thus her glance 
On Glauk^ and on Jason may incline. 

Hear, oh Goddess of the throne of gold. 
Sprung from foaming water. 

Smile on Jason, on the strong, the bold. 
Smile on Kreon *s daughter. 
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Goddess of the love-inspiring eyes, 
Smile on Kreon's daughter, 

Smile on Jason who the golden prize 
Won through toil and slaughter. 

And then they sang of Pan, goathoofdd Pan, 
Who on the ridge of steep Lykaeus dwells, 
Or in some tangled brake remote from man 
On amaranths reclined and asphodels. 

On Maenalus, high on the ledges 
Tosses the billowy pine. 

But Ladon is cradled in sedges. 
Shaded with tendrils of vine. 

'Neath aspens o'er Ladon that quiver 
Pan IS still heard to complain, 

For Echo who dwells by the river 
Pan ever woos — but in vain. 

In vain — as in vain he did follow 
Syrinx, yet could not prevail ; 

The reed that was Syrinx, the hollow 
Reed he hath tuned to a wail. 

B 
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Spurn Echo who laughing dissembles, 
Leave to be wooed by the air 

Coy Syrinx by Ladon who trembles ; 
Ephyra, Pan, be thy care. 

And then with Dionysus closed the song, 
With Dionysus son of Semeld, 
Whose thyrsus o'er Kithaeron goads the throng 
Of his own Thyadds to wilder glee. 

How godlike thou in mirth ! 
Though with levin flashes 
Zeus consumed to ashes 
Thy mother at thy birth. 
How godlike thou in mirth ! 

How dreadful thou in wrath ! 
Who thy might denieth 
Frenzy-smitten dieth, 
His blood bedews thy path. 
How dreadful thou in wrath ! 

This Lykurgus knew. 
He who Dryas slew, 
Dryas slew his child, 
And with frenzy wild 
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'Gainst himself the murdVous steel 
Turned, with raving laughter-peal 

Shouting " Thus the vine 

Hated gift of thine 

Bakchus, I uproot, 

From each tender shoot 
Gushes forth a purple flood, 
Bakchus, 'tis the hue of blood." 

Thy vengeance only blood can sate, 
This proves the Theban Pentheus* fate 
When o'er Kithaeron's rugged crest, 
With flaming eye and heaving breast, 
And hair outstreaming to the breeze, 
Storm-footed swept the Maenadds. 
In vain the pine o'er Pentheus' head 
A canopy of foliage spread. 

Ever nearer surging 
Rolled on the living tide. 
And Agavd, urging 
Its flow, her son espied. 
Wretched mother, wretched son I 
Now the deed of shame is done, 

B 2 
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Raging Agavd, foremost to destroy, 

GJoats on the mangled limbs with hideous joy ! 

Hence with woe ! to Lydian measure 
Tune we now a softer strain, 

Bakchus is the god of pleasure, 
Bakchus drowns in wine all pain. 

See the Satyrs dance before him, 

Old Silenus ivy-crowned, 
Hear the shouting throng adore him, 

Whilst the clashing cymbals sound. 

Bakchus gentler bearers scorning 
Yokes fierce lions to his car, 

From the burning lands of morning 
Hither comes he from afar. 

Grief-dispeller, hail Lyaeus, 
Glauk6, Jason be thy care, 

Father thou of Hymenaeus, 

Bless with him the wedded pair. 

As joy presaging rang on Kreon's ear 
The closing notes, the shadow passed away 
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Which veiled his brow, and fled the nameless fear 

Which had enthralled his soul beneath its sway. 

He sought his daughter ; " Glauk^ didst thou mark 

The song upraised for Jason and for thee ? 

To me it spoke of cheerfulness, though dark 

My thoughts, and gloomy as the wintry sea. 

They sang of Bakchus and his mirthful train 

Of Satyrs by the old Silenus led. 

Through my dull musing broke the joyous strain. 

And like sun-chased mist my bodings fled." 

I listened, father, and I seemed the clash 

Of swords to hear in that strange song resound, 

I seemed to hear the dull and heavy plash 

Of blood that slowly dropped upon the ground. 

And I could see Lykurgus childless left, 

By his own hand left childless, I could see 

Him too, self-maiming, of his limbs bereft 

Fall prone, as falls 'neath woodman's axe the tree. 

Half-comprehending what her hands had wrought 

Meseemed Agavd to the startled air 

Peeled out a shriek with Bakchik raving fraught, 

A shriek that mimicked joy, and was despair. 

A song like this, my father, bodeth ill. 

That when it would be glad, but breathes of woe. 
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My blood congealeth with a sudden chill. 
Such sign some coming horror must foreshow. 
And this can be no fond imagining, 
Distempered offspring of the heated brain. 
No fevered fantasy of dreams that bring 
A thrilling sense of terror in their train. 
This day, this very day I sate apart 
In my lone chamber, Jason at my side. 
And strove, alas ! how vainly, of my heart 
To quell the discord, or at least to hide. 
Then in the silence of the noon to us 
There came a song shrill-ton^d from the strand, 
A song that was in praise of Sisyphus 
Who founded Korinth on a nameless land. 
The melody was cheerful, but the close 
But told of man who struggles to be free, 
Vain toil, requited with unnumbered woes. 
Unequal contest waged with destiny. — 

But stem Medea's purpose faulters not. 
With no relenting melts her fixdd eye. 
Herself, her sire, her children all forgot 
In joy that Glaukd by her hands shall die 
A mien composed she fain would simulate, 
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The rapture of the near revenge to shroud, 
And learns, no easy task, to veil her hate, 
And from her brow dispels the gathered cloud. 
And then she seeks lanth^ whom all deem 
In Korinth only less than Glauk^ fair ; 
Ianth6, her whose golden tresses gleam 
As though a sun-ray quivered prisoned there. 
And as lanth^ was to Glauk^ none 
So dear amid the youthful maiden train, 
Of equal age, in each one thought, but one 
To share the other's joy, the other's pain. 
To her Medea turns, and with a smile 
That ripples o'er the pallor of her cheek. 
And placid tone that sounds devoid of guile. 
As one to fate resigned, essays to speak. 
" lanthd, grievous truly is my lot. 
Thou knowest well how grievous, thus to be 
By him, who most should cherish me, forgot. 
By him for whom I braved the angry sea. 
When to my distant Kolchian home he came 
To me he seemed a hero, half divine ; 
Deem not, lanthd, I would Jason blame, 
I have been blessed and may not repine. 
I blame not Jason, nor have now to learn 
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That which all mortals learn or soon or late, 
The bitter lesson that the Gods are stern, 
That no firm compact can be made with fate. 
This lesson have I learned by slow degrees, 
By lengthened throbs of iterated pain ; 
At first a shapeless thought as his who sees 
Dim visions gliding o*er his fevered brain. 
The thought was thought no more, but certitude ; 
Ah ! then I writhed and battled with despair ; 

• 

Then this too passed away, and I subdued 
My struggling heart the uttermost to bear. 
The fight is over, calmed the troubled breast. 
The long long strife hath left no scar, no seam, 
I hold those nights of anguish and unrest 
But as the faded image of a dream. 
How then can Kreon fear me, brought so low 
That I have lost the faculty to feel ? 
But he does fear me, views me as his foe, 
Else had he yielded to my poor appeal. 
A poor appeal in truth — slight boon to crave — 
To breathe the air of Korinth, and for this 
I sued as though I had been born a slave, 
And grovelled in the dust his feet to kiss. 
In vain I sued, and yet not all in vain, 
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For he accorded me a brief delay, 
And that for some few hours I still remain 
The debt of gratitude I would repay. 
'Tis true I have but little to bestow 
As friendless in a foreign land, but yet 
I would in humblest guise to Kreon show 
His gracious boon that I can not forget. 
Then take, Ianth6, take this wreath of gold, 
Adornment not unmeet for Glauk^'s hair ; 
Would that thus crowned I might her behold. 
For Glaukd is, ye Gods ! oh more than fair. 
And take this robe, this purple robe, and say 
That it was doubly steeped in Sidon's dye ; 
Such garments royal maidens but array. 
And who with Glauk^, Kreon's child, may vie ? 
And now farewell, lanthd, Kreon greet. 
And Glauk6 my fair rival — ^true, they brought 
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On me some sorrow — that, is passed, and meet 

It is that they should share my latest thought." 

Farewell, farewell ! — She's gone, the simple fool, 

A tear of pity staining her pale cheek. 

Of pity for Medea — wretched tool 

With which Medea her revenge shall wreak. 

She's gone to bear unto the haughty bride 
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The treacherous gauds that yet shall deck her bier ; 

I reck not, mock at what may then betide 

So that her death-shriek glut my greedy ear. 

But I too have a sacrifice to bring, 

A deed of horror that I dare not name, 

A deed so awful that to me shall cling 

Through countless ^ons never cancelled shame 

On this I dare not think, for in such thought 

Lurks madness, and 'gainst madness I must strive. 

Revenge by calmness can alone be bought ; 

I will be calm — for Glauk6 is alive. 

I will be calm, for I have learned the art 

In hours of nameless anguish to restrain 

By fixed resolve the throbbings of my heart ; 

Such bitter lesson is not learned in vain. — 

Dim forms are gliding through the silent night. 
Low voices seem to mutter to the breeze ; 
Again I view them, hear without affright 
The boding chant of the Erinnyds. 

Soon our task we shall have done. 
Now his course is almost run, 

For before his gate 

We the victim wait. 
And to death him consecrate. 
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On his threshold in the gloom 
Utter we the words of doom, 
Our is the behest 
To avenge the guest, 
Not in vain has been the quest. 



Hateful he who spurns the right 
Of the guest is in the sight 
Of the Gods, and meed 
Zeus for such a deed 
Doom of horror has decreed. 



We, who must great Zeus obey. 

Have not loitered on the way ; 

To the Stygian shore 

We descend once more, 

When the work of death is o*er. 



Though our footsteps are so near, 
Soundless fall they on his ear. 

Powerless his eye 

Shadows to descry, 
Ghastly forms but flitting by. 
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Not as hunted stag at bay 
Stands he, but a helpless prey 
SlumbVeth in his lair, 
Knoweth not that there 
Coiled lies the deadly snare. 

Joy to lanth^ speed unwonted lends, 

At Glaukd*s feet she lays the oflfVing down ; 

" See, Glauk^, see the parting gift that sends 

Medea, purple robe, and golden crown ! 

A noble woman ! I could not forbear 

To weep, but she repressed each rising throe, 

A very noble woman ! who could wear 

A smile in her extremity of woe. 

I would that thou hadst heard her Jason name, 

She said it was no fault of his that they 

Must part, no fault of his, on Jason blame 

Was none, for all must sovereign fate obey. 

And then this gift she gave which unto thee 

And Kreon might Medea still recall, 

For surely it were doubly sad to be, 

When fallen, quite forgotten in her fall." 

And Glauk^ answered, " As thou sayest, lo 

A very noble woman ! much I prize 
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The greatness of her soul, for ne'er, I know, 
My weaker nature to such height could rise. 
For she has suffered, oh no words can tell 
How greatly she has suffered, and through me, 
And yet her parting thought, her last farewell 
Were but for her who wrought her misery. 
But that this costly gift she sends I grieve. 
This last sole remnant of her high estate ; 
Who could a grander chastisement conceive 
Than to requite with love what merits hate ? 
But leave me now, lanthd, for awhile. 
For hither comes my father, and I fain 
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Would with his counsel my sad thoughts beguile, 
And scare the fancies that perplex my brain." 
" Rejoice with me, my child, rejoice, for I 
Am bearer of glad tidings from the strand, 
When guilds the morrow's sun the eastern sky 
The proud barbarian shalji quit our land. 
Medea's hateful presence shall no more 
Cast gloom where brightness ought alone to be. 
The ready bark lies anchored by the shore, 
The bark that soon shall bear her o'er the sea. 
But whence, my Glauk6, whence this crown of gold, 
This robe which dazzles with its purple sheen ; 
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Such should a queenly form alone infold 

As it shall thee when in lolkus queen. 

Did Jason give it thee, as having won 

Such costly spoil a ransom for some foe 

He spared ? and yet it must be so, for none 

In Korinth such barbaric wealth can show." 

" Oh not from Jason, from Medea came, 

In token that in kindness we do part, 

The royal gift, and o*er my cheek like flame 

I feel the hot blood surging from my heart. 

For well I know how cunningly the toil 

I spread for Jason, and 'tis doubly base 

That her of all despoiled I despoil 

Once more — oh well may shame suffuse my face ! " 

But Kreon coldly answered, " Still no need 

Hast thou Medea to compassionate, 

Thou workest out but what was long decreed, 

Like her, be wise, and cease to strive with fate. 

Though much she erred, in this she did not err, 

The haughty woman, who hath learned though late, 

« 

The knowledge that it were unmeet for her 

With costly robes to deck her fallen state. 

Tis true we had no cause to fear, but yet 

Sometimes from out her drooping eyes there came 
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A stolen glance that almost seemed a threat, 

A spark that might burst forth in sudden flame. 

We had no cause to fear, for she is weak, 

And now, as best befits her, to her lot 

Resigned — of her we will no longer speak. 

Or as of one who soon shall be forgot." 

Then Glaukd said, " We had no cause to fear, 

But still, since Jason I have dared to wed, 

A threne is ever sounding in my ear, 

A threne such as is chanted o'er the dead. 

And even here within this silent hall 

It thrills my heart with its strange dissonance. 

As though its tuneless wailing might recall 

Some terror vaguely imaged in a trance." 

But Kreon smiling answered, " Though so clear 

To thee, my child, may sound the wondrous strain, 

Such airy notes I am too dull to hear, 

Too grave to fancy thus to loose the rein. 

Enough — for other thoughts the moment claim, 

Such causeless tremors thou should*st learn to hide, 

When Jason cometh thou thy face must frame 

To smiles, for smiles, not tears, befit a bride. 

What others lack, that highest joy hast thou, 

Among the honored, honored most to be ; 
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To Kreon's child, to Jason's wife shall bow 

The gathered peoples of two realms the knee. 

This will th* Immortals, and my hopes presage. 

Not vainly, that shall flourish still the same 

My royal line unchanged from age to age 

In one long continuity of fame." — 

The purple robe which glistened at his feet 

On Glauk6*s shrinking form he deftly laid. 

And lightly laughing, whispered, " As is meet, 

A royal robe adorns a royal maid." 

And then he raised his eager hand to place 

The golden circlet on her shining hair ; 

" Nay ! tremble not, my child, the fair should grace 

Such crown, and as my Glauk6 who so fair ? " 

From Glauk6*s lips a shriek of anguish rung. 

And from her brow she strove, but strove in vain 

To pluck the golden crown which firmer clung 

With fiery grasp, and seemed to scorch her brain. 

The robe from off her limbs to rend she tried, 

Whilst from her eyes there shot the lurid gleam 

Of madness, and, "My dream !" she wildly cried. 

In torment writhing, cried " My dream ! my dream !" 

Then as with death she wrestled on the ground 

By Kreon's ag6d arms sustained, the fire 
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Shot forth bright tongues of lambent flame, and wound 

Its red coils round the daughter and the sire. 

Then o*er the city spread a baleful glare, 

And from the streets arose an awful cry, 

A cry that told of horror and despair. 

Such as death wrings from man in agony. 

The marble columns of the palace rent 

By that fierce blaze are tottVing to their fall. 

Whilst leaps the flame from towV to battlement, 

And rears its glowing crest above the wall. 

And wreathes its snaky tresses, till before 

Its hot breath blasted crumble fane and spire 

In formless ruin blent — then all is o*er, 

And Korinth sinks 'neath tossing waves of fire ! 



NOTES. 

Line 1 5. Absyrtus — son of ^Eetes, king of Kolchis, and brother 
of Medea, who cut him in pieces to arrest the pursuit of her 
father whilst she fled with Jason. 

Line 31. Hesperidds — in the garden of these nymphs were 
preserved the golden apples given to Jupiter by Juno. The 
climate was delicious. 

Line 40. Her^ — ^Juno. 

Line 73. The bulls. Jason had sailed to Kolchis to win the 
celebrated golden fleece, then in possession of -^etes, who 
promised to givQ it to him on his performing certain labours. 
These were to tame fire-breathing bulls, to plough with 
them the field sacred to Mars, and then to sow the teeth of 
a serpent from which would spring armed men, and lastly, 
to kill the dragon which guarded the tree whence the fleece 
was suspended. All these labours he accomplished by the 
aid of Juno and the magic arts of Medea. 

Line 76. Ar^s — Mars. 

Line 89. Sisyphus — son of iEolus, and founder of Korinth, 
famed for his craft, by which he bound to the gate of Pluto, 
Death, who was released by Mars. When he died, he was 
condemned to push to the summit of a hill a stone, which 
continually rolled back. 

Line 90. Ephyra — ^the ancient name of Korinth. 

Line 96. Aidoneus — Pluto. 

Line 132. Eumenid^s — the Furies, meaning " the placable," 
through fear of using their real name, Erinyes, " the 
wrathful," which latter name is employed by Medea in her 
desire for revenge. 

Line 135. Zeus — ^Jupiter. 
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• 

Line 157. iCson — King of lolkus, father of Jason. 

Line 223. Hekatd — a mysterious Goddess, who presided over 

magic. 
Line 243. iCgeus — King of Athens and father of Theseus. 
Some authors asserted that Medea married Theseus after 

her flight from Korinth to Athens. 
Line 274. Aphrodite — ^Venus. 
Line 285. Pan — God of shepherds. 
Line 286. Lykaeus and Maenalus — two mountains in Arkadia, 

sacred to Pan. 
Line 291. Ladon — a river in Arkadia. 
Line 295. Echo — a nymph who from love of Narkissus pined, 

till she could no longer speak, but only repeat sounds. 
Line 298. Syrinx — a nymph metamorphosed into a reed. 
Line 305. Dionysus — Bakchus. 
Line 307. Kithaeron — a mountain in Boeotia. 
Line 308. Thyadds — Priestesses of Bakchus. 
Line 314. Semel^. She requested to see Jupiter in his glory, 

and was destroyed by the lightning with which he was 

surrounded. 
Line 319. Lykurgus — King of Thrace. He strove to abolish 

the worship of Dionysus, and being driven mad by the God, 

in his frenzy slew his son Dryas, and cut off his own legs, 

taking them for vine-stocks. 
Line 332. Pentheus — King of Thebes, who had opposed the 

worship of Dionysus, but concealing himself in a pine tree 

from curiosity to witness the orgies, was discovered by the 

priestesses led by his mother Agavd, and by them torn in 

pieces. 
Line 336. Masnadds — the same as Thyad^s, priestesses of 

Dionysus. 
Line 341. Agav^ — mother of Pentheus. 
Line 352. Silenus — a demigod, and constant attendant of 

Dionysus. 

C 2 
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Line 359. Lyaeus — a name for Bakchus, as dispeller of grief 

Line 361. Hymenaeus — son of Bakchus, presiding over mar- 
riage. 

Line 487. A sacrifice to bring. The thought of killing her 
children, just presented to the mind of Medea. This she 
carried out after the death of Glaukd, to revenge herself 
upon Jason. 

Line 576. lolkus — a city of Magnesia, to which Jason as the 
son of iEson was rightful heir. 

Line 624. Two realms — Korinth and lolkus. 



ARGUMENT. 

The lament of Adrastus for his son iEgialeus, killed 
in the second Theban war. 

The origin of the first Theban war was as follows : 
Adrastus, king of Argos, perceived one day near his 
palace two chiefs on the point of attacking each other. 
Adrastus prevented the combat, observing at the 
same time the figure of a lion on one of the shields, 
and of a boar on the other. 

An oracle had previously declared to him that his 
daughters should marry a lion and a boar, and now, 
comprehending the signification of the prophecy, he 
gave his daughter Detpyl6 to Tydeus, whom troubles 
had driven from his home in Kalydon in iEtolia, and 
her sister Argeia to Polyneikds. The latter had shared 
the throne of Thebes with his brother Eteokl6s, who 
banished him, intending to hold an undivided sway. 

At the instance of Polyneik&, Adrastus raised an 
army, to restore him to his kingdom. The army was 
led by seven chiefs, and one of them, Amphiaraus the 
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soothsayer, foretold that all of them should fall before 
Thebes with the exception of Adrastus. 

The prophecy was verified, and Adrastus returned 
to Argos. 

At the expiration of ten years, Adrastus, eager for 
revenge, raised a fresh army commanded by the sons 
of the dead chiefs, and by his own son iEgialeus. 

These were called Epigoni, or descendants. A suc- 
cessful battle was fought on the banks of the Glissas, 
a small river in Boeotia, after which Thebes sur- 
rendered, and was razed to the ground. 

-^gialeus was the only one of the chiefs who was 
slain. 



iEGIALEUS. 

Avenged is Argos for that fatal day 
When crimson rolled Ismenus to the sea 
With blood of Argive heroes, and a prey 
The seven-gat^d city doomed to be 
Of those whose fathers died, but would not flee, 
The haughty Thebes lies cowVing in her shame. 
Avenged is Argos : sound the note of glee, 
And bid the trumpet-blast to all proclaim 
How round the crumbling walls surge crested waves of flame. 

To Argos how unutterably long 
Had been the brooding of those twice five years, 
The brooding o*er th* unexpiated wrong ; 
How long the rage of unavailing tears,- 
The wrath that struggles with benumbing fears. 
The shame that vainly urges but to dare. 
Then when the moment of requital nears. 
Not one so base but that he burns to share 
The perils of the fight, to fall or conquer there. 
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The Gods were with them, for like Kapaneus 
Was none, like him who in excess of pride 
To break his fixdd purpose mighty Zeus 
The lord of destiny himself defied, 
And though a mortal with th' Immortals vied. 
His lips the impious vaunt could scarcely frame. 
By levin blasted the blasphemer died. 
Down from the clouds the vengeful lightning came, 
And wreathed his blighted limbs with coils of lurid flame. 

Ten years since then have passed away, and now 
That Argos is avenged, the beacon's flare 
Flings the glad tidings from the mountain's brow 
Its wild crest tossing in the midnight air 
Till glow the seas beneath the ruddy glare. 
And message ne'er again so fraught with bliss 
To sons of Inachus the waves shall bear. 
Those sluggish waves that flecked with crimson kiss 
And ripple o'er the strand of rocky Argolis. 

Each pulse with joy is throbbing, but alone 
The ag6d king Adrastus sits apart 
His tott'ring frame bent o'er a mossy stone ; 
His trembling hands are pressed against his heart 
As though he thus might stay the deadly smart. 
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His white hair gleaming like the winter's snow 
Is veil too slight to hide the tears that start 
And down his furrowed cheeks still gathering flow 
Like scanty mountain streams that into rivers grow. 

Yet there are tears which bring a sense of ease, 
Fresh vigour to the soul, like summer rain 
Upon sun-scorch6d field — such are not these, 
Not like those kindly drops which cause the plain 
In deadly torpor numbed to bloom again. 
Sweet are such tears, and not, like these, unblest. 
Which wrung from utmost anguish scorch the brain ; 
Unto the burdened soul they give no rest, 
They cool not as they flow, but sear the fevered breast 

And thus the lord of Argos made his wail : 
" Unjust the lot that mortals must fulfil. 
For fate is pitiless, and in one scale 
The innocent and guilty weighing, still 
Awards to each an equal meed of ill. 
By doom deserved perished Kapaneus 
Who swore that Thebes should fall though 'gainst the will 
Of him whom Gods obey, resistless Zeus : 
He sinned and died, but how had sinned iEgialeus ? 
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And yet he died — iEgiaeleus — the one, 
The only one who fell by Glissas* shore, 
The shore of hated Glissas : oh, my son, 
Would that old age had quenched these eyes before 
They viewed around thy limbs the curdling gore ! 
My son — it could not be that he was dead, 
He did but slumber now the strife was o'er ; 
I summoned hope to battle with my dread, 
And struggled to restrain the tear I dared not shed. 

I dared not shed a tear, lest tears should bring 
An anguish-fraught assurance to my mind 
Of what, I knew not, of some evil thing, 
Some lurking terror felt but undefined. 
Some ghastly form to which I would be blind. 
I would not own I was of all bereaved. 
And as around my son my arms I twined. 
For one wild moment almost I believed 
That with returning breath his struggling bosom heaved. 

With fancy-gendered hope upon the ground 
I flung me down in haste, and bent my ear, 
My straining ear that I might catch the sound 
That from his parted lips I thought to hear : 
But all unbroken was that silence drear. 
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I could not think, for palsied was my brain, 
I could not speak, for I was wild with fear, 
But long repressed burst forth my tears like rain. 
And mingled with the blood that oozdd from the slain. 

Then fell I prone to earth, as fall the dead. 
Nor know I to declare how long I lay 
With blood bedabbled, with the life-blood red 
Of him who was my son but yesterday. 
And now but an insensate form of clay. 
Then I awoke, awoke but to despair, 
And I was frenzy-smitten, as they say. 
And toying with his dust-besmirched hair 
I smiled upon the boy who was in death so fair. 

My son iEgialeus — from his dear head 
Which lay upon my breast, one golden tress 
With hands that quivered in their task I shred. 
Poor fool ! as though my anguish might grow less 
By gazing on such relic of distress. 
For as a lily for the sunshine born. 
That breath of zephyr should alone caress, 
A lily which had bloomdd in the morn. 
Ere night from its frail stalk by wrath of tempest torn. 
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Or as lies withering an asphodel 
Far from the mossy bank where it had grown 
*Neath arching shades whence cooling fountains well, 
Plucked by some careless hand, aside then thrown 
Upon sun-scorchdd plain to die alone. 
So lay iEgialeus — a floweret pale 
By scythe of ruthless Death untimely mown ; 
Less fair the lily shattered by the gale, 
The asphodel that scorch the fires of noon less frail. 

Could this be he who seemed but now to spurn 
The senseless earth which with light foot he trod : 
Ah ! still I see his eyes like firebrands burn, 
I see the crest above his helmet nod 
As though to battle rushed some youthful God. 
Oh quenched is now the flashing of those eyes, 
And lopped by some keen sword upon the sod 
The crest beside the shattered helmet lies, 
Upon the sod which now an awful crimson dyes. 

'Twas strange that where so many chiefs combined 
Had sworn the hated city to enthrall, 
'Twas strange that all a common grave should find, 
A common grave beneath the Theban wall 
Save he who of his son survives the fall. 
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For who in arms with Tydeus might compare, 
Or him whom Zeus himself could not appal ; 
They did not shrink, they dared what man may dare, 
And yielded but to fate who knows not how to spare. 

Is son of Tydeus on the battle-field 
More awful to the foe than was his sire. 
On Sthenelus more skilled the spear to wield 
Than he of Zeus who dared provoke the ire. 
And still defying in the flames expire ? 
To them, what to their fathers was denied^ 
Was granted, Thebes to see consumed by fire ; 
Death hovVing o'er them paused, and turned aside. 
And my iEgialeus it was alone who died. 

Ill-omened Thebes ! the curse of CEdipus 
That cleaves and evermore shall cleave to thee. 
O'er us its gloomy shadow flings, o'er us 
The innocent, who still are doomed to be 
The hapless sharers in thy destiny. 
Ill-omened Thebes ! a prize our arms have won 
To others fraught with joy, with woe to me, 
To me who weeping o'er my lifeless son 
But vainly sorrow o'er what may not be undone^ 
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Still I recall how on that fatal day, 
When rank on rank before his raptured sight 
The gathered chiefs stood arming for the fray, 
His eyes were flashing with a strange delight 
Like those of some young lion in the fight. 
Like blast of clarion amid the foe 
His battle-cry resounding spread affright, 
And all went down before him till a blow 
By hand unseen was sped and laid my darling low. 

Who may the hidden paths of fate explore ? 
For when an oracle pronounced that I 
In wedlock with a lion and a boar 
The royal house of Argos should ally, 
I deemed my seeking mocked by vain reply. 
At first to smile I scarcely could refrain 
At words to which belief I must deny, 
Then fading they were banished from my brain, 
Or if by chance recalled, recalled but with disdain. 

But when long months had passed, before the gate 

I saw two warlike chiefs confronted stand 

In panoply of brass, I marked the hate 

That sparkled in their eyes, and each right hand 

Uplifted grasped, as prompt to smite, the brand. 
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But with swift step advancing I forbade 
That they with blood should sully Argive land ; 
They knew me for the king, and either laid 
Submissive at my feet the still uncrimsoned blade. 

They stood in silence whilst I gazed upon 
Their princely port, and recognized the face 
Of haughty Tydeus, Lord of Kalydon, 
And Polyneik^s, by whose native grace 
A scion of old Laius I could trace. 
And I had heard that he unmarked, unknown 
Had wandered in unrest from place to place. 
Since Eteoklds, who would reign alone 
Had with his brother scorned to share the Theban throne. 

Like polished mirror glowed each brazen shield 
Beneath the flaming noon, until before 
My eyes that scarce I trusted stood revealed 
On one with bristling crest an imaged boar 
And gleaming tushes as intent to gore. 
Upon the other tossed his tawny mane 
A lion, such as those on Libyan shore 
That rend the flock, when lies the shepherd slain 
Without the blood-drenched fold he strove to guard in vain. 
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My eyes these effigies bad scarcely caught, 
When by such proofs I saw confirmed appear 
The oracle which I had vainly thought 
With words delusive framed to cheat the ear, 
And what had seemed obscure at once grew clear. 
For man divines not, and no sign portends 
Th* impending moment fraught with joy or fear ; 
The human sense but dimly comprehends 
How fate through tangled paths works out appointed ends. 

The veil of darkness passed from my mind 
As I beheld fulfilled the God's decree 
With marvel that I had so long been blind. 
Then bowed I to their mandate that should be 
The spouse of Tydeus my De'ipyl^. 
Then too to Polyneikds did I give 
My child Argeia not less dear to me 
Than was her sister, though a fugitive 
From Thebes, he was condemned in want and scorn to live. 

But he, as scion of a royal strain. 

Who brooked not longer, where he should command. 

From his own Thebes an outcast to remain. 

In thought already from his brother's hand 

The sceptre wrested of his native land. 
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His lofty hopes I sought not to oppose, 
^But, promptly yielding to his suit, a band 
That might suffice to win his throne of those 
Whom peril could not daunt, nor death appall, I chose. 

We were six chiefs and not unknown to fame 
The citadel of Thebes to raze who swore. 
The pride of Eteokl^s first to tame. 
And then to Polyneikds to restore 
The crown which from his brow his brother tore. 
But he, the seventh, Hypermnestra's son 
Long used the arts of magic to explore, 
Had learned from flight of birds that but to one, 
That but to me alone 'twas granted death to shun. 

The recreant to meet who did not dare 
With firm resolve the death he could foresee, 
The recreant lay crouching in his lair 
As crouches timid fawn that hopes to be 
Unmarked, till, passed the hunters, he njay flee. 
Base wretch, but baser she, whose greedy eye 
By glittVing gaud was won — still baser she 
The traitress, whom the proffered gold could buy 
Her husband to denounce, and send him forth to die ? 

D 
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So seven chieftains marched that self-same day 
To battle with the Theban host and share 
The guerdon of their valor — where are they, 
Those seven chieftains ? six death would not spare. 
And he survived who should have perished there. 
For me who scorned to live, by fate's decrees 
Must fleet Areion from the battle bear [knees. 

Through blood that drenched his hoofs, and plashed his 
Areion noble gift of godlike Heraklds. 

He paused not though he champdd crimson foam, 
He paused not for the heaving of his flanks. 
He paused not till he bore me to my home. 
My home in distant Argos, through the ranks 
Of those that battled by Ismenus' banks. 
The fate my wretched life in vain that saved. 
That cruel fate but merits blame, not thanks. 
For I the fury of the foe had braved, 
And dead amid the dead to lie was all I craved. 

It might not be, and nought remained but years, 
Long weary years to count, and from my cheek 
To dry the flowing of unceasing tears. 
Such burning tears as shed alone the weak 
Who hunger for revenge they may not wreak. 
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All this, and more in silence have I borne, 
Of lowly thought reputed, as too meek. 
By age enfeebled and by sorrow worn, 
To hurl upon the base who mocked me scorn for scorn. 

And yet at times iEgialeus beguiled 
The brooding of those days that seemed so long, 
When looking upward in my face he smiled. 
And whispered, " Father, when my arm grows strong 
To wield the sword, I will avenge thy wrong. 
And then he strove and not in vain to cheer 
My gloomy thoughts with legend, or with song 
Of high achievement which would thrill my ear 
As with a glad presage of fame that might be near. 

Then eager fancy prompted that by son 

Of him to whom she did not deign to yield 

Thebes, unforgiven Thebes might yet be won. 

I joyed in mimic war to see him wield 

The sword, and smite as though on foeman's shield. 

And when by chance he heard some old man tell 

Of leaguered city, or of foughten field, 

« 

Of those who conquered, or in silence fell, 
I saw his heaving breast with warlike rapture swell. 
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And then I ever marked the hot blood rush 
And mount up to his brow like sudden flame, 
And wrath that would not be repressed flush 
His glowing cheek with crimson hue of shame 
If careless tongue should Thebes but chance to name. 
He was too young to peril to give heed. 
And scoffed at death, if dekth but promised fame, 
Content to perish should it be decreed 
That 'neath his bleeding corpse the hated foe should bleed. 

The stealthy march of time I had forgot. 
When thus my son adjured me, bending low 
My hand to kiss, " Nay, father, chide me not 
As one presuming, but I fain would show 
That I am not too young to strike a blow." 
My own iEgialeus, how could I chide ? 
How could I bid him hope of fame forego ? 
I listened, whilst my heart swelled high with pride. 
And yielded the assent which I should have denied. 

So then I raised a host, and at their head 

Alkmaeon, my own sister's son, whose sire 

Had from the rout by broad Ismenus fled 

With wheels that plashed through the crimson mire 

Till clogged with blood no more revolved the tire. 
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Wide yawned the cloven earth, then burst the rein 
The snorting coursers mad with fear and ire, 
And with their lord, who checked them but in vain, 
Plunged down into the gulf which closed o'er them again. 

Of haughty father not less haughty child 
Came Diomedds, Sthenelus the son 
Of Kapaneus who by his boastings wild 
That Thebes, though Zeus opposed, should yet be won, 
Died lightning-blasted ere the task was done. 
Thersander next we saw in arms appear, 
And Promachus who peril ne'er would shun. 
And last Euryalus before whose spear 
The boldest turned and fled like herd of timid deer. 

Though now my senses have grown dull through grief, 
Still in my childless anguish I recall 
That as I viewed those heroes chief by chief 
Was none*of mien so stately, none so tall 
As my iEgialeus among them all. 
I smiled, but o'er me came a sudden chill, 
For on my cheek I felt a tear-drop fall. 
That tear seemed token of some coming ill 
Which I would not believe, and yet my heart stood still. 
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Then fear gave place to pride, for nobler sight 
Had never gladdened eye than that fair host 
With brazen panoply of war bedight 
No braver chiefs than these could Hellas boast, 
Go seek them where you will from coast to coast. 
And when I heard the clear-toned trumpet bray 
And seven chiefs beheld each at his post, 
As I, myself the seventh, saw that day [away. 

When first 'gainst Thebes I marched — ten years seemed swept 

My son, my son ! oh would thy coursers' feet 
Had crushed me in the dust thy car beside, 
My fading eye still turned thine to meet 
With one last lingering glance of love and pride. 
Oh then how more than gladly had I died. 
Oh could I but have fallen then, how fair 
To me had seemed that death which fate denied. 
Vain wish ! since I am doomed to live and share 
With none my lonely watch — the watch that keeps despair. 

To Nemesis the stern I bow the knee. 
To Nemesis the just : to her a fane 
Shall rise, that, Adrasteia called from me, 
A record through all ages shall remain 
Of my iEgialeus untimely slain. 
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Then will I die, but dying hope to dwell, 
If legends of old bards be not quite vain, 
With him united whom I loved so well 
In meads for ever green where blooms the asphodel. 



NOTES. 

Line 2. Ismenus — a river in Bceotia, near Thebes. 

Line 19. Kapaneus — one of the chiefs of the first Theban war, 
who swore that he would take Thebes, even though Jupiter 
should hurl fire at him. In consequence of his impiety, he 
was struck by lightning. 

Line 21. Zeus — ^Jupiter. 

Line 34. Inachus — the founder of Argos. 

Line 65. Glissas — a small river in Boeotia, where the fate of 
Thebes was decided in the second war. 

Line 133. Or him whom Zeus himself could not appal — 
Kapaneus. 

Line 138. Sthenelus — son of Kapaneus. 

Line 145. CEdipus — King of Thebes, and father of Eteokl^s 
and Polyneikds. His miserable story has been frequently 
treated by the Greek tragedians. 

Line 185. Laius — son of Labdakus, and father of (Edipus. 

Line 231. Hypermnestra's son — Amphiaraus, one of the chiefs 
of the first war, who, foreseeing that he should perish, con- 
cealed himself. His wife Eriphyld, sister of Adrastus, bribed 
by the necklace of Harmonia, given to her by Polyneikds, 
betrayed the hiding-place of her husband, who found himself 
compelled to accompany the other chiefs to the war. 
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Line 250. Areion — a celebrated horse of divine lineage, given 
to Adrastus by Hercules. 

Line 252. Herakl^s — Hercules. 

Line 308. Alkmaeon — son of Amphiaraus and Eriphyl^. Am- 
phiaraus, after the defeat by the Thebans, fled, but the earth 
opened, and swallowed him up with his chariot 

Line 317. Diomedds — son of Tydeus. He obtained great fame 
in the Trojan war. 

Line 321. Thersander, Promachus, Euryalus — three of the 
chiefs of the second war. By some authors Thersander is 
considered the leader of the expedition, and not Alkmaeon. 

Line 353. Nemesis — a Goddess presiding over the balance of 
right and wrong. To her, in this capacity, Adrastus dedi- 
cated a temple. At a later period she was considered as 
connected with revenge. 

Line 357. Then will I die, but dying hope to dwell — the Elysian 
Fields, concerning which, in all periods of their history, the 
Greeks appear to have formed but vague conceptions. 



